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1 may haue Icaue to go againc to France, 

For though the fauour of your grace might flay mce, 

Yet (bmething i$ there whifpers in my hart, 

Which makes my minde and (pints bend all for France, 
King I Haue you your fathers \czat, Learte/f 
' Cor. He hath, my lord, wrung from me a forced graunt, 
And 1 befeech you grantyour HighnelTe Icaue. 

King With all our heart, Ze<irr« fore thee well, 

Lear. linallloueanddutietakemyleaue. . 

King. And now princely Sonne Hamiet^ Exit, 

What mcanes the(c fad and melancholy moodes) 

For your intent going to Wittenberg, 

Wee holditmofl vnmeetand vneonuenient, 

Being the loy and halfe heart of your mother. : 
Thereforcletmeeintreatyou flay in Court, • ' 

All Tienmarkfs hope our coo(in and dearefl Sonne , . 

Ham, My lord, ti’s not the fable (iite 1 weare: 

No nor the tcares that ftill fland in my eyes. 

Nor the diflrafiedhauiourin thevifage, 

Nor all together mixt with outward femblance, 
Isequalltothcforrowofmyheart,. . 

Him haue 1 Ibfl 1 mufl of force forgoj;, 

Thefe but the ornaments arid futes oFwoe. 

Kmg This foewies a Jouin® care in you,Sonne Hmlet, 
But you muft thinkc your father loft a father, 

That father dead, loft his, and (b (halbe vntill the 
Generali eotfinff. Therefore ccafe laments, . - • 

It is a fault'gainff heauen, fault gainft the dead, ' 'i;' 

A fault gainft nature, and in reafons 
Common courfemoft certaine, 
^Noiic.Iiues.oneartbfbuthceis borne to die. 

Let not thy m<^hcr loofe her praiers 
Stay here with . 

Ham. I (hall in all my beftobay you madam. > • * 
King S poke tike a kinde and a raoftlouing Sonne, 
And there’s no healrirthc King fliaU drinke to day. 


friaee t>ennmHi > 

But the great Canon to the clowdes (hall tell 
The rowle the King (lull drinke vnto Prince Hamlet. 
Exeunt ail bnriiamlet. 

Ham. O that this too much grieti’d andfailied flcdiL •• 
Would melt to nothing, or that the Triiuerfall; 

Globe of hcauen would turne at to 9 C haos ( 

O God, within twamonebs^o not two : married, .■ 
Mine vnclc : O letmc not tbinke ofif, 

Myfathersbrother: but no more bice i .■ . 

My father, then I to Hwaoir/. 

Within two months, ereycrthefaltofmoft 
Vnrighteousteateshadleftthcirflulhiiig ; 

In her galled eyes : (he married, O God, a bcaft 
Deuoyd of reaton would not haue madc 
Such ^eede: Frailtie, thy name is Woman, 

Why me would hang on him, as if inaealc 
Of appetite had growne by what it looked on; j 

Owicked wickedfpeede , to makefuc^’ 

Dexteritieto inceftuous (heetes. 

Ere yet the (ITooes were olde, > ' . ; 

The which (he followed my dead (athets fiOrfc ' 

LikeNjobe, all teares : married, well k is nor. 

Nor it cannot come to good: 

But breake my heart, for^ nauft holde my tongue. 

Horatio Marcdlus. 

Hor. Health to your Lofd(h^; 

Ham. lamverygladtofecyou, (Horatio) orlmueb 
forget my (clfe. 

f^r. The (ame my Lordtandyour poore feruant cuer. 
Ham. O my good friend, I change that name wkhyotii 
but what makeyou from»^w«w^ertf 

^arctllut. 

My good Lord; 

^t whatisyouraffairein 
Weeleteachyouto drinkedeepe ereyou depart. 

Hor, 
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